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ghosts in the wind, (where do I belong?) 
by CanvisArt15 


Summary 


Donald Duck lost his three nephews in a terrible accident several years ago. He moved in 
with his uncle and practically adopted Webby Vanderquack as his own. He becomes 
overprotective of her, and stops adventuring with Scrooge to keep an eye on Webby. 


Webby, recently struggling with the loss of her grandmother and her father, meets the 
ghosts of Donald’s past nephews. 

They soon become friends, but when a mysterious woman invites the boys to be seen, play 
music, and able to adventure again, they must make an important choice. 


Notes 


So. I love Ducktales, and I love Julie and the Phantoms. So I figured, hey, why not put them 
together and see what happens? 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Prologue 


It was late in the fall of 2006. Three triplet brothers, heirs of Clan McDuck prepared for the concert 
of their lives, at The Luminar Theatre in South Silverbeak, Calisota. They had just finished a big 
rehearsal, and were all ready for a fresh start. The night they would become legends was upon 
them. 


Dewey Duck took up the lead of the band, rocking out on his electric guitar, full of confidence. The 
lights on his face, the power of music in his hands, not to mention the adoring fans. Being in this 
band was the adventure of a lifetime for Dewey. And he got to share all of it with his brothers. He 
couldn’t imagine a day without them. 

Cheers of the roadies, servers, and ushers of the theatre echoed throughout the room. 


"Thank you. We're The Comebacks!" The young duck spoke into the mic with a wave. 
“Dude that was awesome!” Dewey shouted to his bandmates, as they finished their set. 
“Yeah, we sounded great!” Huey Duck agreed, adjusting his red hat back on his head. 

Louie Duck shrugged and nodded. “I think I could’ve ended that last song a bit better.” 


“Can you please own your awesomeness for just once?” Dewey put a hand on the hip and shook 
Louie by the shoulder. 


Louie grinned. “Alright, yeah, I was pretty awesome.” 
Miles McFeather, the fourth member of their band, nodded as he set his guitar down. 


The blue haired duck high-fived Louie excitedly, "Oh just wait until tonight, when it's packed with 
record execs and labels!" 

The boys were bursting with excitement and energy at the thought of doing this for as long as they 
could. 


“Alright, well I’m starving. Let’s go get something to eat?” Dewey suggested, rubbing his hands 
together. 


“Oh, I saw a taco stand down the street,” Louie suggested. 
Dewey turned and watched as his brother began to shrug on his green hoodie. 


“But there’s a hotdog stand right outside,” Dewey said, grabbing his bag and following his brother. 
“C’mon Dew, you know I hate hotdogs.” 


Huey just chuckled, and was about to follow his brothers, before he noticed Miles heading towards 
the back of the theatre. 


“Miles! Aren’t you coming with us?” Huey called to his friend, zipping up his red winter jacket. 
“No, I’m fine, you guys go ahead!” Miles waved them off. 


“Street food. Not my style.” He said to an older man in the back, the one who had cheered for them 
the loudest. 


The triplets followed behind their bandmate slowly, waiting for the man’s reaction to approach. 


An older man, neatly dressed in a chestnut brown leather coat and a derby hat smiled at them. 
“Ye lads have got some real talent. l’ ve seen many performances in my lifetime, but nothing quite 
like this.” 


“Hey, thanks!” Dewey decided to chime in, walking up and resting his elbow casually on Mile’s 
shoulder, a giving smug look to the sharply dressed man in front of them. 


The man chuckled. 
“Keep it up sonny-jim. You’ve got a spark, truly something unique.” 


Dewey absolutely beamed, Miles, Huey, and Louie all sharing a smile. 


“That’s what we do this for. I’m Dewey!” he shook the old man’s hand, and pointed at his brothers 
with a thumb. 


“Hi. ’m Huey,” He stuck out his hand. 

Louie threw up a peace sign and then gave a small wave. 

“Louie,” he gave a small smile and nod. 

“Miles.” the younger duck chimed in, lightly pushing Dewey off of him. 


“Nice to meet you fine fellows. P’ m-” 


“Sir!” a proper voice interrupted before the man could speak. A tall lady, dressed elegantly with 
pearls, made her way to the group, glancing at the band members, and then peering down at the 
man in the brown leather coat. 


“We have an assignment to complete. Enough fraternizing with children.” she all but scoffed, 
placing her hands on her hips expectantly. 


“Twenty-Two, these are spry young upstarts that deserve to revel in the adventure of a lifetime! No 
bad can come from encouragement now, eh?” 
The woman in the plum-colored dress sighed, and pinched the bridge of her beak. 


“Well be quick about it! We haven’t got all evening!” The woman adjusted her glasses, gave the 
boys another downcast look, and walked away. 


The mystery man sighed and shook his head. “Ah, well I guess I must be on my way. He turned to 
walk away. 


“Oh, wait!” Dewey called before grabbing a cassette tape and CD from Huey’s bag, and a tee shirt 
and hat decorated with their band’s logo. 


a 


“Here’s our demo! In case, you ever want to tell your fancy business friends about us or whatever.’ 
Dewey tried to play it cool after handing them off to the man. 
He took the items without hesitation, grinning, a sparkle in his eyes. 


“T thought you guys were going to go get street dogs?” Miles said impatiently. 


“Yeah, uh, he had a corndog for lunch.” Louie pointed out, eyeing the man as the boys began to 
head out of the theatre. He gave a wave goodbye to the man, and followed his brothers out the 
door. 


The man just smiled. He tipped his hat at the boys, looking fondly down at the CD. 


KKK 


“Okay, now that's what I’m talking about!” Dewey shouted as he walked out the door, full of glee. 
Louie wrinkled his beak and smirked. “The smell of Duckburg Boulevard?” he mused. 


“No, eww!” Dewey lightly pushed his little brother. “What that fancy guy said. That feeling! That 
spark, that adventure! Being onstage, and showing the world who we are, and that our music 
means something. That we have control of our own destinies, our own lives.” 


“Didn’t that man kind of sound like-” Huey started to say before a voice stopped the triplets cold. 
“Oh, is that right?” 

The boys froze, and turned around. 

Dewey crossed his arms. 

“Uncle Donald.” He said, crossly. 


Donald Duck sighed. He eyed each of the boys remorsefully. 
“Boys. It’s time to come home.” 


Louie began backing up, hands raised defensively. 
“No way. Huh uh, we have worked too long and too hard for this.” 


Donald crossed his arms now as well. 
“We’re going home. You three aren’t ready for this.” 


Donald had done everything he could. He did his best to raise his sister’s kids right. And when 
Huey, Dewey and Louie wanted to start a band, he was fine with that. It was when they started 
skipping classes, getting failing grades, and not coming home that it became a problem. 


“No Uncle Donald,” Huey said, coming up beside his brothers. 
“We’re almost sixteen years old. We’re not little kids anymore.” 


“You’re mother wouldn’t-” 


"Oh, I’m sorry, Do you mean the mother that you and Uncle Scrooge let get lost in space?" Dewey 
snapped, looking away. 


Donald looked crushed as he stepped back. 


“T never- I didn’t....Boys, please!” The sailor pleaded with sad eyes. 
The moonlight cast his shadow over the three young brothers. 


Dewey stared at the ground, eyes darting around as if he was considering his options. His head 
snapped up and he glared at his uncle. 


“This is our adventure. You don’t get to tell us how to do it this time. Goodbye, Uncle Donald.” 
Dewey stated firmly. 


The triplets walked together down the street, refusing to look back. 


KKK 


“Man, I’m starved,” Dewey said, loading cheese onto his taco, half of it spilling onto the motor of 
the truck they were digging their toppings out from. 


“I can’t wait until we don’t have to eat out of the backs of random old trucks anymore.” Louie 
agreed, already piling up his third taco. 


Huey just chuckled as they finished preparing their food and began to head back towards the 
theatre. 


“Hey, sorry. I spilled some cheese on your pipes,” Louie told the man who had made the taco 
meat and shells, dropping some spare change in the tip jar. 


“No problem! It'll help patch up the leaks.” The man laughed. 
Louie’s awkward smile quickly dropped. 
“That shouldn’t...Uh...Okay,” He backed away slowly, and then jogged after his brothers. 


The three boys made their way to the old couch up in the loft of the theatre, settling into the worn 
leather. 


“This is the coolest thing we have ever done,” Dewey exclaimed as he flopped down on the couch. 


Louie just rolled his eyes affectionately and smiled. Huey chuckled and threw an arm around his 
younger brother. 


“We are gonna kill it tonight,” Dewey said, raising his taco in a toast, “And when we do, we are 
going to be legends. 


“Eat up boys. Cause after tonight,” Dewey raised his arm triumphantly “Everything changes.” He 
announced, cheering his brothers. 


They all took bites of their food at the same time. 


Louie paused for a moment before chewing and swallowing. 
“That’s uh....That's a new flavor for tacos,” he attempted to seem optimistic, shaking off the odd 
feeling the food had caused in his stomach. 


“Chill dude, street food hasn’t killed us yet,” Dewey said with another large bite. 


Huey ignored the gut feeling, partially wanting to agree with Louie. The red-hatted triplet took a 
deep breath and took another bite out of his taco. 


The boys didn’t plan to get bad tacos. They didn’t plan to ditch their uncle that night. They didn’t 
plan to miss the most important gig of their lives. And they certainly weren’t planning to be rushed 
to hospital in an ambulance. 


But sometimes, 
Life doesn’t go as planned. 


We Were Just a Band 


Chapter Summary 


It's been a year since Webby lost her Dad and her Granny. She just wanted to leave it 
all behind, Until three ghost boys show up and throw her life into a tailspin. 


Chapter Notes 


So sorry for such a late update guys! Between moving home from college, and finding 
a summer job, it's been hectic. 

Come yell at me at Multifandom-Miracle on Tumblr! 

JustLivalittle.art on Instagram. 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Duckburg High 
August, 2021 


Students filled the hallways of Duckburg High, chatting, slamming locker doors, and bumping into 
each other as Webbigail Vanderquack kept her head down and held her books tightly to her chest, 
quickly making her way through the busy hallway to her locker. 


She gave a small sigh as she opened her locker and dropped the books inside with a thump. 


“Hello Webbigail.” Violet Sabrewing stood quietly next to her best friend, backpack overflowing 
with books. 


“Hi Vi,” Webby responded, shuffling around in her locker. 
“Have you figured out what you’re presenting for class today?” 


“TIl know in the moment,” Webby shrugged with a gentle smile. 

“Webby.” Violet’s tone turned serious. “You don’t get into the young Adventurer’s program by 
doing nothing. If you can’t present today, I don’t know what they’ Il do.” 

“I know, I know. It’s just a presentation, how hard can it really be?” Webby tried to shrug off the 
nerves that were eating at her. 


The girls shut their lockers as a too-cheerful voice rang through the lobby of the school. 
A red-headed parrot dressed in a navy blue blazer and golden jewelry caught a group of students’ 
attention as they walked by, handing out flyers. 


“Do I even care to know?” Violet asked Webby jokingly as they both watched the parrot. They 
both chuckled. 

Isla Rose made her way to where the two girls were chatting, making a big show of handing out the 
flyers and doing what she did best- Bragging. 

“An exhibit for The Lost Treasure of the Atlanteans, along with my dad’s new album release. You 


should come! I’m sure you have nothing better to do.” 

“Wow. Isla, thanks.” Violet stated in a monotone voice. 

“Oh my gosh, Violet! Don’t bother showing up!” Ilsa repeated back in a sickly sweet tone. 

Violet rolled her eyes, glared, and folded the flyer up gently and neatly. She then sent it flying into 
the nearest recycling bin 

Webby groaned as the parrot walked away, and then giggled. 

“Little does she know, my dad found the real one five years ago.” Webby trailed off as she stared 
at a pink-haired teenage duck that scrolled through her phone, leaning against a pillar and waiting 
for Isla. 


“Lena? Webbigail please.” Violet almost sounded disappointed. “Usually ’'d encourage such 
romantic plights, but she is not the one for you right now.” 

“Lena’s cool! She just..doesn’t always make the best decisions.” 

Violet smirked. “Of course. you’d actually have to spend time with her to know that.” 
Webby grinned and rolled her eyes. 


“Come on. Let’s get to class. You’ve got this,” Violet encouraged, pulling Webby with her. 


Webby sat, surrounded by other kids as one by one they presented projects, some performing, 
some giving detailed powerpoints, and so on. The girl fidgeted in her seat, not really paying 
attention to the class and keeping her head down. 


“And so the mysteries of the shadow realm remain a mystery.” Lena ended her presentation as 
everyone applauded. 


“Thank you Lena.” 
“Alright class, we have one last presentation. Webby?” 


Webby looked up slowly, eyes meeting her teachers’ nervously. With a small sigh, she stood up, 
and walked to the front of the class to present her assignment. 
As Webby finished setting up, she looked at her teacher again. 


“Take your time.” She encouraged. 


The young duckling opened her mouth to speak. 

Nothing. 

The memories of her uncle and grandmother came flooding back in. 
Her family was in trouble and all she did was hide. 

She was no hero, and no adventurer for that matter. 


“I- Pm sorry. I can’t” 


“Sorry.” a voice spoke up. “Is this when we clap?” The snarky red-headed parrot asked, a smirk on 
her face. 


Webby just looked at Isla, and tearing up, ran from the room. 


“That wasn’t funny Isla.” Violet glared at the parrot, and ran after Webby. Lena de Spell watched 
in concern. 


Webby was halfway down the stairs before the hummingbird caught up to her. 


“Webbigail! Wait!” 
Webby stopped, and turned back to Violet, shaking. 
“You can’t give up. Get back in there and try again.” 


“T ve tried! Violet! I’ve tried for me. I’ve tried for you. I’ve tried for Donald. I’ve tried for Dad, 
and I’ve tried for Granny. For a whole year I have been trying. And I can’t do it Violet. P’ m no 
adventurer.” 


The ache in Webby’s chest tightened. The tears began to fall. 
“T m done.” 

The duckling ran down the rest of the stairs, and out of the school. 
Violet sat down on the stairs, just as upset. 


KKK 


Webby made herself comfortable in the dining room of McDuck Manor, trying to concentrate on 
her homework instead of the disaster that was becoming her life. 


Donald Duck tripped his way down the stairs, camera equipment in one hand, a half eaten 
sandwich in the other. 


“Oh good, you’re home! Hey there Kiddo,” he greeted Webby, dropping all of his equipment. 

“T was about to leave to go see your sisters’ dance practice. Been at the studio all day. Haven’t even 
had a chance to eat.” 

Webby gave her adoptive father a look and then giggled. 

“Hey Dad.” 

The sailor sat down at the table, holding her gaze for a moment. 


“So. I got a call today.” 


“Here it comes,” Webby thought, dreading the scolding that was about to come from her failure 
that day. 


“It was the real estate agent. And he says if we’re serious about, you know, getting out of here,” 
Donald gestured around them, the large dining room of the mansion feeling practically empty. “We 
have to do a lot of cleaning and get rid of a lot of the stuff laying around.” 


“So I was wondering...” Donald hesitated, “If you’d maybe feel up to, ya know..Cleaning out the 
garage?” 


Webby’s face dropped. 


“I know a lot of your grandmother’s old stuff is in there, and Uncle Scrooge’s too, but,” Donald 
sighed. “It’s gotta be done at some point, Sweetheart. Your sisters and I wouldn’t even know 
where to begin.” 


There was a moment of silence. 


“It’s okay honey, if you’re not ready I- PFI understand.” Donald reached out to smooth his 
daughter’s hair down. 


Webby gave a weak smile. “No, it’s okay. P'Il....try my best. Maybe tonight.” 


“That’s my girl,” Donald ruffled his adoptive daughter’s hair. 


Later that evening, Webby trudged her way to the garage. 

She took a shaky breath as she opened the door and stepped in 

The light filtered into the dusty garage slowly, illuminating treasures, idols, and mystic items that 
cluttered the floor. 


She flipped the light switch on, and eyed the piles of treasure, swallowing a lump in her throat. 
A small music box sat on one of Scrooge’s many treasure chests, a golden lock keeping whatever 
mystery it held a secret. 


Webby picked it up and sat down on the chest, examining the detailed wooden box. Shimmery 
golden designs were carved into the delicate wood, almost glowing as Webby picked it up. 


She looked around again, blinking fast. 


“I-T m so sorry Dad. That I haven’t been in here. That I- I failed you.” 

The young duck let a few tears slip from her eyes, wanting to clutch the white wooden box to her 
chest. 

There were times where Webby wondered if her father was still there. His death was such a shock 
that even his enemies had taken pity on her. Glomgold, Ma Beagle, even Black Heron simply left 
her alone. 


It was like the city of Duckburg had shut down. 
The streets were quieter, the Beagle boys had nearly stopped harassing and robbing citizens, and 
the money bin stayed locked and untouched. 


After a few moments reflecting on everything that had happened throughout the past year, Webby 
set the box back down carefully and stood. 


As the sole heir to Scrooge’s fortune, business, and even the deed to Duckburg, it was a lot to put 
on a fourteen year old girl. 


She kicked a few boxes out of the way as she climbed up to the cluttered loft office above the 
garage. 


The light was dim, and the layer of dust looked less than comforting. Webby began to scrounge 
through the first few boxes, waving dust out of her eyes. 


As she began to sift through the boxes, a single dusty shoebox caught her eye. 
She grabbed it, and slowly opened the lid. 


Inside held nothing short of wonder or mystery. There were a few old birthday cards, a pair of 
drumsticks with a green ribbon tied around one, a blue guitar pick, and a red hat. The items seemed 
useless, just ordinary, everyday objects. But there was love in these objects. They had been used 
with passion, and used well. 


Webby noticed a single CD case under all of it. 
Tossing the hat aside, Webby pulled the cd out of the box, searching for Scrooge’s old CD radio. 
Webby popped it in and pressed play. 


A guitar solo filled the air. A steady beat began, and Webby nodded her head along with the music 
as she began to sift through a stack of magazines. 


Suddenly, a gradual scream filled the air. 


Webby jumped to attention, hands out in front of her, ready to fight. She might be done with 
adventuring, but that didn’t mean her Granny’s training was going to go to waste. 


Three bodies appeared out of thin air, landing hard on the concrete of the garage floor, all groaning 
in pain. 


Webby jumped into action, pulling out her grappling hook from her pocket. 
“Who are you?! What do you want?!” 


A duck dressed in a green sweatshirt hoodie pulled himself from the pile first. He groaned, looking 
around the studio. Another duck, this one dressed in blue, stood, coughed, and brushed himself off. 
The last one, dressed in red, stood up, straightened his polo, and looked directly at Webby. 


“Whoa! How did we get back here?” The blue kid asked, looking around and scratching his head. 
Webby ran at the three, full force, yelling as loud as she could! 


They flinched, and the green and blue ones grabbed each other and started screaming back, while 
the red one snatched a book from under his red hat and held it out in front of him like a shield. 


She passed right through them. She looked at the three boys. They looked at her. 
And she ran, yelling all the while, out of the garage and towards the driveway where Donald had 
just arrived home with May and June. 


“Webby? What’s going on? You look like you’ ve seen a ghost!” Donald reached towards his 
daughter, ready to comfort her. 


“I have! Three!” Webby exclaimed, slightly out of breath. 


“Cool!” May exclaimed. 
“Not cool!” June instantly argued back. 


Webby continued to race through the mansion up towards her attic room. 
She pulled out her phone and shot a text to Violet. 
“You are not gonna believe this!” 


“Webby?” Donald called before knocking on his eldest daughters’ door and entering cautiously. 
Webby looked up from her storage chest where she was shoving spy gear into her backpack. 


Donald made his way to his daughter’s bed, and patted the seat beside him. 
With a small sigh, Webby plopped herself next to Donald, looking at him disappointedly. 


“You don’t believe me, do you?” 


“Sweetheart....It’s been a long time since I’ve dealt with ghosts or anything supernatural, I just 
can’t imagine why any ghosts would still want to come around here. They don’t have reason to. 
Everything Scrooge had that was of value is either gone or invaluable.” Donald shook his head 


Webby sighed. “No, I-” ugh 
Donald placed a soft hand on his daughter's shoulder. “I see Scrooge all the time. Everywhere, it’s 
almost impossible not to-” 


Webby stood and waved her hands frustratedly. “It’s not like that, they were-” 
“Sweetie I know it’s difficult-” Webby cut Donald off again. 


“You were an adventurer with the Scrooge McDuck, and it’s ghosts you’re having trouble 
believing in? Dad, I know I saw something!” 


Donald put his hands up in both defense and defeat. “Alright. Tell me what you saw. It’s just you 
and me here.” 


Webby crossed her arms and stepped back. 
“You sound just like Doctor Featherly.” 


“Well, maybe going to see Doctor Featherly again wouldn’t be the worst idea.” 
“Dad, just...Nevermind." Webby shook her head and dropped her eyes. 


“Okay. Dropped.” Donald stood and offered his daughter a hug. Webby accepted, burying her face 
into his jacket. 

"I'm right downstairs if you need anything." Donald offered as he headed towards the door. Webby 
nodded and smiled, before turning back towards her gear. 


Of course, being the daughter of the world’s greatest adventurer, Webby wasn’t about to leave it 
alone. Curiosity coursed through her for the first time in a long time. 


Webby grabbed her grappling hook and a dart gun from her closet. She snuck to the garage, as if 
the sound of footsteps would scare- whatever she had seen- away. 


“Hello? Is anyone out here?” She looked around the garage slowly. 
Silence. 


“I know I saw something, I’m not crazy!” Webby said out loud to herself. 


“Well we’re all a little crazy.” Webby spun around to see the three boys back, the blue one giving 
her a cheesy grin. 


She started yelling again, pulling out her grappling hook and dart gun and going wild, shooting at 
the strange beings in front of her. 


“Oh my GOSH! PLEASE stop SCREAMING!” The one in the green hoodie yelled over her, 
backing up and pulling his hood over his ears. 


Webby stopped, still shaking, arms still firmly out in front of her. 
!? 


“Who are you, and what are you doing in my dad’s studio? 


The blue one scoffed. “Your dad’s studio? This is our studio!” 


Webby began walking towards the blue clad duck fiercely, dart gun still aimed at his chest. 
“Trust me, a lot of this stuff looks new- and- my couch!” he landed on it giggling. His laughter 
quickly dissipated as he looked around the garage. 


“But that is- definitely not my six string.....or my golden idol” Dewey spoke slowly as he jumped 
back up. 


“Can you give me just one second? Thanks.” he leapt over the coffee table and grabbed each 
brother, bringing them into a small group huddle. 


“Guys, what is going on? How did she pack everything up so fast?” 
“Junior Woodchuck rule number 432. When done in an orderly fashion-” 


“Not the time Hue.” Louie held his brother by the shoulder tightly. The green triplet thought for a 
moment. 
“Maybe she’s a witch or a sorceress or something. Or maybe she has super powers.” 


“Not possible,” Huey argued, pulling a brown, leather clad journal from his hat. 

“Nothing like that is in the guidebook.” 

“Are there ghosts in the guide book Hubert?” Louie and Dewey smirked at him pointedly. 

“Well, no...” 

“So we’re sticking with witch?” Dewey raised an eyebrow in slight concern, ready to turn back to 
the girl. 


“No!” Huey exclaimed 

“Look she’s just a bit startled,” 

“T got this,” Louie slid into a scheming stance, a sly grin on his beak. 

“Look, I’m sure this is all a misunderstanding. So, for the low low price of leaving us alone, you 
can have all of the studio garage back!’ Louie presented, 


Webby, determined to hit her target this time, shot the grappling hook right at Louie. 
It went right through the youngest triplet. 
“T don’t- What- How- But....Why are you here?” 


“Look, We’re ghosts...I guess....we’re just three ghosts, and we’re really happy to be home. So 
thanks for all the idols and mystical items. Nice of you to leave it all here, but we’re good, thanks.” 
Louie began to wave good bye, turning to walk away from Webby, before being caught and 
stopped by both of his brothers, letting out an annoyed groan. 


Dewey turned back to the purple and pink clad girl. 


“We’re actually in a band called The Comebacks. Last night was supposed to be the biggest night 
of our lives. It was gonna change everything.” the boy in blue explained, a cool smile on his face. 


“Uh guys?” The red one had a terrified look on his face. It was af he was only just then 
understanding what was happening. 

“I'm pretty sure it did.” The other two brothers turned to look at the red one. 

He tried to pick something up. 

His hand went right through. 


“So you’re really a ghost, huh?” Webby asked, circling him, running her hand through Huey’s 
shoulder. 


Webby pulled out her phone, typing frantically. 
“This isn’t happening. There’s no such thing as ghosts. At least, not regular ones! Only evil scary 
ones!” She scrolled through articles quickly. 


“WHOA” Dewey’s eyes lit up as Webby scrolled. 
“What IS that?” 


The girl stopped and looked up at the blue boy, confused. 
“My phone?” 

All three of the boy’s mouths dropped open. 

“That’s a phone?!” 

Huey, now even more panicked, scribbled in his guidebook. 
“That technology, this quickly, how?” 

“Who ya calling?” Dewey smirked. 


“Im Waddling Comeback Kids.” 
“The Comebacks!” The three boys corrected, looking offended. 


Webby stopped short and stared at her phone screen in shock. 
“Um....You did die...but not last night.” 

The boys looked at each other and then back to her curiously. 
“Sixteen years ago?” she questioned, looking each of them in the eye. 


“No-Not- Not possible!’ Huey was practically out of breath. 
“We’ve only been dead for around an hour! We’ve just been sitting in a dark room, these two 
crying the whole time!” 


“Hey! I think we’re all pretty upset about this situation!” Louie argued back. 


Webby practically gasped as she read the article, startling the boys out of their argument. 

“You were only....fifteen when you died?” 

The color drained out of Huey’s face. 

“Wait, wait wait....so we’re like..in the future?!” Dewey and Louie asked in unison, Dewey's eyes 
gleaming with excitement, and Louie looking at Webby in unbelief, jaw dropped. 


Webby didn’t get a chance to answer. 


“We thought you didn’t want to come out here!” A voice interrupted, startling the three ghost 
boys. 


May and June skipped into the office, wide grins on their faces. 


“You talking to your ghost friend? How does he look? Is he hideous?” May crossed her arms and 
smirked. June just giggled. 


Louie snorted. 

“They can see you.” he joked, elbowing Dewey. Dewey glared and smacked his little brother on 
the arm. 

“No, they can’t!” Webby instantly shot back, before realizing her mistake. 

May and June looked around, at each other, and back at Webby. 

“What?” 


“Uh- What do you want?” Webby asked, slightly irritated. 
“A normal sister, for starters.” May said flatly. 


“Stop having your little crisis and come eat.” 

The boys watched the two girls walk out, and then looked back at Webby. 

She looked at them, surprised. 

“They- they couldn’t see you?” she asked, slipping her phone back into her pocket. 

“I mean- that’s usually how ghosts work.” Louie shrugged. 

Webby gave a frustrated sigh. 

“Look, I'm very sorry for what happened to you guys, but this isn't your studio anymore. You have 
to leave.” 


The blue one reached out and stepped forward. “But wait. We...” 
Webby turned sharply, a glare already on her face. 

“We didn't get your name.” he finished, nervously. 

“It's Webby.” 

“Cool.” Dewey chuckled and stepped towards her. 

Webby held the dart gun back up. 

Dewey instantly backed up, hands raised slightly. 

“T-I'm Dewey, by... by the way. And these are my brothers-” 


“Huey. Nice to meet you.” the red one waved shyly. 
“Hey. ” 


Dewey gestured grandly. “And...” 

“Louie. How's it going?” the green one nodded at Webby, hands fidgeting in his pockets. 
“Ba-da.” Dewey presented as he faltered under her glare. 

“OK?” Webby said before storming off. 

Huey clasped his hands together. “Webby seems nice.” 


Louie groaned. 
“Did you miss the part where she kicked us out, or...? 


” 


2k 2k 2k ok 

May, June, and Webby set the table as Donald warmed up leftovers. Webby added an extra plate at 
the end of the table where Scrooge usually sat. 

It was odd to Webby, warming up food instead of having s new meal each night, even after a year, 
still so used to having her grandmother prepare the meals, the dining room, everything. 


Donald sat down with the girls for dinner, steaming plates of spaghetti on the long wooden dining 
table in the large dining room. 


“So, May tells me you were in the ole Museum of Wonder? Or did you call it ‘Wing of Secrets?” 
Donald chuckled, using Webby’s old nickname for the cluttered garage. 


“She was out there talking to herself?” June bubbled as she passed her plate to Donald to load up 


with spaghetti. 


“Oh that? That was nothing, I was just...rehearsing. Yup! Rehearsing for a play!” Webby tried to 
sound convincing as she dug into her food. 


“Hello Family!” a shrill voice called, 

“Ooohhh, busted!” May snickered, grabbing the extra plate and stashing it in Uncle Scrooge’s 
chair. 

“In here!” Donald called 

“Aye. Spaghetti. Again.” Matilda McDuck said flatly as she carried in various plates of haggis and 
black pudding. 

“Yup!” Donald said proudly, slurping up a noodle. 


Matilda's Emu squawked in the kitchen. as Matilda entered the dining room. 
“Well ah cannae let ye have leftovers every night! My brother would kill me!” Matilda crossed her 
chest, “May the blessed bagpipe watch over him.” 


“Now, how are we feeling this week?” Matilda sat down at the long dining table, resting her chin 
in her hand, giving Webby a remorseful glance, and then a knowing look at Donald. 


He returned the look apathetically, before putting on a brave grin. 


“Actually, Webby was just working on cleaning out Uncle Scrooge’s garage office. 
Maybe, put up some offers on this place soon.” 


“You know you’re always still welcome at the Castle with Mummy n’ Daddy.” Matilda offered, 
tilting her head. 
Matilda’s emu squawked, managing to open a container of leftover spaghetti, and digging in. 


“T do think that moving out of this creaky, dusty old mansion will help you move on.” Matilda 
stood back up, and walked over to Webby, smothering her in a hug. 


“I heard what happened with the Young Adventurer’s program honey, Iam so so sorry.” 
Donald, May, and June all looked up from their plates in surprise. 


“You got the call from the school, didn ye?” Matilda asked, looked straight at Donald 

The older duck set down his fork a little too harshly and folded his hands under his chin. His entire 
expression had changed to one of disappointment and something else Webby couldn’t quite read. 
Was that regret? Sadness? Webby sat back in both confusion and shame, keeping her eyes on her 
plate. 


“Mmmm hmmm. We’re still discussing it.” 


There was an awkward tension in the air that no one wanted to address. Everyone was silent for a 
moment. 
Matilda’s Emu squawked and flapped its wings. 


Emutilda squawked again, and Matilda led her out of the mansion. 
“Very good. Well then. I’m off. See you next week!” 


“So Webby, want to see what we learned in class today?” June tried, quickly getting out of her 
seat, and twirling around. 


“Good try, that’s not gonna work.” Donald pointed to the door that led to the kitchen, and May 


and June hesitantly headed for it, plates in hand. 
“Why didn’t you say anything? You made me lie to your aunt.” Donald stated crossly. 
“Dad....’'m sorry. I was going to say something after dinner, I just.... 


I have no excuse.” 


“Sweetheart, I know it’s hard. Anything adventurous is scary. And I don’t want to make you do 
anything you’re not ready for. I know it’s hard. But I also know you. And Adventure is in your 
blood. It won’t exactly go away. You may be done with adventuring, but adventure will never be 
done with you.” Donald quoted his old friend. 

“You still like adventure, don’t you?” 

Webby shrugged. 

“I don’t know....Yes...Maybe.” 

Webby and Donald were both silent for a moment before Webby decided to ask a question that 
she'd been wanting to ask for as long as she could remember. 


“Why did you stop adventuring with Uncle Scrooge?” 


Donald's eyes widened, and he swallowed hard. 

“I was trying to start my own life at the time. I had other responsibilities. And.....” Donald 
stopped, turning away fully this time. The memories of losing his kids, his sister’s kids were too 
painful. He had been blocking out any thoughts of his kids since the funeral. Refusing to allow the 
broken emotions in, Donald snapped his beak shut. 


“And..what?” Webby asked, placing a hand on her father’s gently. 
“Um...Nothing. It was a long time ago.” Donald shook his head, and hugged his daughter gently. 


“You know everytime I see you, and May, and June....1...” Donald paused, taking a deep breath. 
“I see Scrooge. I see Mrs. B. It’s like they’re still with us. And I love that about being a part of this 
family, but-" Donald stopped again, taking a deep breath. The turmoil in his chest was like a 
tornado, and yet he ignored it. 


"Its up to you to take that chance. But you have to let yourself be willing to open up to that again.” 


Suddenly, a loud guitar solo filled the air. Drums began a steady beat, and the beginnings of a 
song started up. 


“What’s that?” June rushed back into the dining room and looked excitedly at Webby. 


“Oh...uh, I must have left the radio on in the garage. I'll go get it!” Webby exclaimed, letting go of 
Donald’s hand and rushing towards the garage. 


The three ghost boys had pulled out some old and dusty instruments, Louie banging on the drums, 
Huey on acrimson-red bass guitar, and Dewey getting completely lost on an electric blue guitar. 


“Guys! Hey, stop it!” Webby attempted to yell over the music, stomping her webbed feet on the 
concrete floor, hands covering her ears. 


“Hey! Enough! Stop it! Cut it out!!!” 


Dewey noticed her, and walked towards her with a giant smile on his face, strumming with an 
ecstatic vigor. She glared at him as the tune slowed to a close. 
Louie and Huey smiled at each other and high fived. 


“The whole mansion could hear you, I thought I told you to get out of here!” 

Dewey’s glee turned into shock. 

“Wait, what? People can hear us play?” 

Huey and Louie looked straight at Webby, waiting for an answer. 

“Yes! So did my dad and my sisters!” 

“Wait, wait, wait.” Louie practically tripped over his drum set, trying to look Webby in the eyes. 


“Only you can see us...but everyone can hear us?” 
He grabbed Huey by the shoulder. 
“T mean what kind of ghosts are we?!” 


Dewey was nearly jumping out of his feathers. 
“Who cares bro, people can hear us play!” 


“But- but this doesn’t make any sense..” Huey began to pace around the garage in a panic. “We’re 
dead, but people can still hear us...?” 


Webby groaned, and put her head in her hands, dragging them over her eyes exaggeratedly. 
“I don’t know. Look, why can’t you guys just be normal ghosts? Go haunt that superhero in St. 
Canard, I hear it’s nice!” Webby spat sarcastically. 


Louie watched her storm out, hands shoved in his pockets. He turned to his brothers slowly. 

“I think she’s warming up to us.” He joked and rolled his eyes. 

“Are there ghosts with answers in St. Canard?” Huey asked, still questioning what exactly was 
going on with them. 


Dewey shook his head at his brothers and poofed out, trying to catch Webby. 
He landed on the steps in front of her. 


“Whoa! Hey, stop doing that, I’m serious.” She crossed her arms as she stopped. 

“Oh. Sorry.” Dewey stepped back. 

“What do you want?” Webby, tired of the day’s events, dropped her crossed arms and eyed the 
blue triplet skeptically. 


“Look,” Dewey put his hands in front of him to stop her. 
“T- I know, this is all completely insane. But do you know how awesome this is? 


Webby gave the boy a slightly bored look. 
“People- Actual people can hear us play!” Dewey looked at the girl pleadingly. 


“Yeah.” Webby peered at him regretfully. 

“Tt’s just... I've had a really, really awful day. I have to go.” Webby tried to push past the ghost. 

“Look, I’m sorry you had a bad day. But three brothers just found out that they had a bad sixteen 
years! And then they found out that one thing, the one thing they lived for in the first place? They 
can still do.” 


Webby didn’t answer. 

“That’s pretty rad.” Dewey offered. 
Webby gave a half laugh. 

“You’re right. It’s just-” 


“Your bad day. Yeah. I get it.” Dewey continued to follow Webby up the steps, nearly tripping but 
too excited to notice. 


“Look. I’m sorry all this happened. But what I just felt in there...actually made me feel alive 
again.” 


Dewey gazed at Webby, that pleading still in his eyes. 


“We all felt...” He gestured for the word. 
“Alive again.” he breathed out. 


“Look, you can kick us out all you want, but this is our adventure. And we’re not giving up music. 
That’s a gift no adventurer would ever turn down. 

You gotta know that! Clearly your family is into adventure, believing in doing the impossible!” 
Dewey motioned to the garage, the knick knacks, idols, and instruments. “I mean, come on!” 


Webby nodded solemnly, staring at the ground. As much as it hurt to acknowledge, she wasn’t 
going to lie. 


“Were. They passed away.” She revealed, locking eyes with the blue ghost boy. 


Dewey, taken aback, stepped down. 
“Tam... SO Sorry.” 


“Yeah, we....we didn’t know.” Louie and Huey had quietly joined, looking at Webby with 
sorrowful eyes. 


“Tt's all right. You guys haven't seen a grumpy old scottish man and a spy granny anywhere, have 
you?” She figured it wouldn’t hurt to at least ask. 


“From wherever you're from?” a sliver of hope leaked into her voice. 
The boys looked at each other quizzically, and back at Webby. 


“Um...” Louie started, failing to give an answer 


“No. No, I mean, you're kind of the first person we've seen.” Huey answered, guidebook still open, 
his finger planted on the page. 


Webby nodded silently and looked away. 

“Yeah, but she's not dead, so that doesn't really answer her question.” Dewey pointed out 
“Yeah. I think she knows what we mean.” Louie elbowed the blue brother 

“I'm sorry for your loss.” Huey said 

“Thanks. Sorry I got mad.” Webby nodded and grinned. 

She shrugged “You guys are kinda good.” 


Dewey looked up at her with optimistic eyes, already anticipating more praise. “Kinda? Y-Y-You 


know that's like sixteen whole years of rust just getting dusted off, right?” he swept his hands 
across each other. 


Louie and Huey smirked. 
“Are you an adventurer too? Do you, play an instrument or anything?” Huey gadged, tilting his 
head with curiosity. 


“I had seven years of cello and piano when I was little, but I mean....No, not so much. Not 
anymore, not since they...” Webby didn’t finish, the lump in her throat and tears threatening to 
spill. 

“Hey, Junior Woodchuck Orchestra, first chair cello three years in a row!” Huey, for the first 
time that night, let a genuine smile cross his face. 


“Anyway...That was my....my dad’s and granny’s stuff in there.” 
“Your dad was really talented.” Dewey said. 


Webby smiled. “No. He just worked really hard. He was ‘Tougher than the toughies and sharper 
than the sharpies. He earned his way square, as they say.” 


“Hang on a second, didn’t you say your dad could hear us earlier?” Huey asked, knitting his 
eyebrows. 

“Adopted dad.” Webby clarified. 

“Ah.” The boys all nodded. 


Webby was ready to head back inside, but turned back to the three ghost boys. “Okay, look. You 
guys can hang around. Just please keep the volume down, and don’t touch anything that looks 
magical!” 


“Too late!” Louie joked as he snatched at a diamond that rested in an expensive looking stand. 
Luckily his hand passed through the object as if it was air. 
Louie groaned, arching his eyebrows in annoyance. 


“This...” Webby laughed and shook her head. “This is just too weird.” 


KKK 


Webby laid on her bed, stomach down, phone in hand, sending a message to Violet. "What would 
you say if I told you that there are three ghosts living in my family’s studio garage?" 

Her red, glitter coated diary rested in front of her, gel pen keeping it partially cracked open, 
marking a page. 


Webby deleted her text slowly. She looked up from the screen and stared out of her window. 


“You'd say I'm crazy.” she answered herself, tossing the phone face down on her pillow. 


KKK 


A single flash of light appeared at the top of Scrooge McDuck’s money bin, though none of the 
security equipment sounded in alarm, as if they weren’t doing their job. Yet three ghosts perched 
on the edge, a tingling sensation still ghosting their spines. 


Dewey kicked his legs and gave Louie a side-eye, then switching his gaze over to Huey. “Okay 


look. I know....Being dead isn’t our first choice, obviously, but I mean....We have awesome 
teleportation powers now. It sure is easy getting around.” 


“Yeah, easy for you,” scoffed Huey, crossing his arms. “Lost my hat.” he grumbled, crossing his 
arms. 


“I don’t know, I kinda like it.” Louie joked, as he ruffled/ ruffling Huey’s hair. “Makes you look 
more like a rock star than a nerd.” 


The hat promptly appeared out of thin air, and landed softly on Huey’s head. 
The three boys chuckled. 


They sat back and looked out over Duckburg for a moment. The lights of the city sparkled, 
reminding Louie of their last night 


“Okay. So? Why’d you bring us here? 
Just another...painful reminder of all the things we never got to accomplish. Thanks, Dew.” 


“I mean guys, the game isn’t over yet!” Dewey stood up, ready to grab his brothers and poof down 
to the streets below, excitement coursing through him. 


“Hey! What if we-” Louie didn’t finish as he stood, and raced towards the dome of the bin, ready 
to dive straight into the pile of gold. 


“Nerp!” Dewey grabbed both brothers and poofed them out onto the main street of Duckburg, 
already on the run, chasing lights, music, and adventure. 


“I'm telling you! We have been given a second chance!” 
“Let’s find some adventure! Let’s see how many mysteries we can crack before sunrise!” 


Dewey raced ahead, eyes gleaming with excitement. Huey quickly joined, passing through people 
as he ran after his middle brother, and Louie was right on their tails, until he bumped into a figure, 
taller than him and dressed in a purple and black cape. 


“Hey!” He called as the figure kept walking. 
The figure did not respond. They simply turned, curtsied to the ghost in green, and continued on 
their way. 


Louie frowned, furrowing his eyebrows in suspicion and confusion until- 


“Hey Lou! You comin?” Dewey shouted to his younger brother. 
“Let’s go!” Huey called. 


Louie brushed his hair out of his eyes, and turned back to join his brothers, glancing over his 
shoulder as they raced through the night. 


The stranger kept their head down as they continued. 
A dark smile graced their beak. 


Chapter End Notes 
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Taking Chances with Dragons and Dimes 


Chapter Summary 


Webby finally takes a chance on adventuring again, though she may have to fight a 
dragon in order to get what she's after. 


The next morning before school, Webby made her way back to the garage, unsure of what she’d 
find. 

“Guys? Dewey, hello?’ She asked tentatively as she entered the garage carefully. 

Everything seemed untouched, save for the few green post-its that Louie had somehow managed to 
stick onto a variety of diamonds and jewels. Webby bit back a smirk at that. 


The young girl walked further into the garage, a glint of light shifting her attention to the treasure 
chest and the white wooden music box that she had left sitting in the dark, cluttered room. 
Shrugging off her backpack and dropping it to the floor, Webby cautiously walked towards the 
chest, picking the wooden box up, this time focusing on the tiny, tarnished golden lock. She ran 
her fingers over it delicately, the chill of the gold sending a shiver down her spine. 

Webby hummed curiously to herself, and set the box on the floor carefully placing it directly next 
to her school bag. 

Searching the stacks of dusty books, heaps of boxes, and just the cold granite floor, Webby failed 
to find the right key. 

A key to the other bin, another key to the actual bin, a key to tartarus. No, no, and no. 

Frustrated, Webby huffed and plopped down next to the wooden chest. 


Looking over the chest again, Webby noticed some of the boards of the wooden chest were raised, 
and polished with a lighter color than the rest of the mahogany. 

Pressing her fingers to it gently, she pushed on the mismatched wood, hearing a click. A panel 
opened, and there, in a hollow carving, rested the key to the music box, golden and delicate. 

At the sound of the click, a creature’s ears perked up. 

A pure blood red dragon, with scales that mirrored rubies, hissed, eyes snapping open. Unlike Pixu, 
this dragon, Akari, was made to protect gold instead of hunting it. 


Webby jumped back in alarm and surprise, letting out a squeak at the sight of the red dragon’s 
bright eyes. Her heart stopped for a split second, and everything in her was telling to freeze up. To 
run away. 


But Webby was done hiding. 


Without missing a beat, she grabbed a sword from one of the barrels, and attacked full force, 
spinning, flipping and kicking around the monster. 

The creature doged the webbed foot, and let out a ferocious growl, pulled itself from it’s bed, rising 
to its full height. Its dark eyes scanned the room, and then landed on Webby, zeroing in on the key 
in her hand. 

Webby, knowing exactly what the dragon wanted, clutched the key tightly in her hand. Clearly, the 
creature was meant to protect the contents of the music box, even from the heir of Scrooge 
McDuck himself. 


The dragon hissed, and let a foreleg go flying, knocking the girl into a pile of boxes. 


Amongst all the commotion, the Duck triplets popped back into the garage from their long night of 
exploring downtown Duckburg. 

Dewey and Louie yelped as a long red tail came flying their way. Huey pulled both of them behind 
a mountain of boxes, ducking and shielding them both from flying stones and objects of debris. 


The key fell to the ground with a clink, and Webby raced to grab it. The large claw of the dragon 
struck the ground, claws burning themselves into the earth, clutching around the key, and Webby’s 
ankle. 

She let out a yelp, pulling herself free at the last second. 

Webby scurried out of the way, jumping over a box and pushing it in the dragon’s path. As the 
dragon chased after her, Webby managed to jump behind a tall oval shaped mirror. The oblivion 
mirror. The glass was smoother than water, rippling with magic. 


The dragon struggled to stop, skidding on the ground, and the force of his stopping sent him 
straight into the portal. Well, almost. The dragon wasn’t about to be outsmarted that quickly. It’s 
hind legs latched onto the mirror’s frame, tail thrashing wildly. 

Webby dashed out from behind the mirror, running as fast as she could toward yet another 
mountain of boxes. She leapt from box to box, and as if in slow motion, gracefully backflipped off 
the top box, and headfirst, hurled herself at the dragon, kicking it through the mirror, 
into...well...oblivion. 

The boys watched, wide eyed from the shadows as Webby landed, knees arched and a hand 
steadying herself on the floor, breathing heavily. 

She stood slowly, shaking herself off, and turned back towards the white box, now shimmering 
even brighter than when she had first picked it up. 


Webby clicked the key into the lock. The lock clattered to the ground, and the chest opened with a 
small creek. 

There, in all its glory, rested Scrooge McDuck’s number one dime, soft red velvet keeping it safe. 
Webby laced the black string through her fingers, tenderly lifting it, pulling the dime out of its 
cushioned home. 


“She is an adventurer!” Dewey whispered. 


Webby clutched the dime tightly, slowly standing upright. 

The girl held the dime in her palm, gently running her fingers over it. 

Her beak trembled, and a few tears slid down her cheeks. Webby carefully stretched the string tied 
to the dime over her head, allowing it to settle over her heart. 


The boys all shot questioning looks at each other, and then looked back at Webby. 


As the sun began to rise, the light caught the dime, sending flashes of light throughout the garage, 
landing in a prism and illuminating the four young ducks. 


A brand new adventure had just begun. 


End Notes 
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